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his ship's papers. We landed, and were lodged in the house
of a Greek, who officiated as a European vice-consul.

The late extraordinary incidents of our lives had followed
each other with such rapidity that, when we woke in the
morning, we could scarcely believe that it was not all a
dream. We looked round our chamber with its strange
furniture, and stared at the divans, and small, high windows,
shadowed with painted glass, and smiled. Our room was
darkened, but at the end opened an arch bright in the sun.
Beautiful strange plants quivered in the light. The perfume
of orange-trees filled our chamber, and the bees were clus-
tering in the scarlet flowers of the pomegranate. Amid the
pleasing distraction of these sweet sounds and scents we
distinguished the fall of a fountain.

We stole forward to the arch, like a prince and princess
just disenchanted in a fairy tale. We stepped into a court
paved with marble, and full of rare shrubs. The fountain
was in the,centre. Around it were delicate mats of Barbary,
and small bright Persian carpets j and, crouching on a scarlet
cushion, was a white gazelle.

I stepped out, and found our kind host, who spoke Italian.
I sent his lovely daughter, Alexina, whose cheeks were like
a cleft pomegranate, to my wife. As for myself, by Lau-
sanne's advice, I took a Turkish bath, which is the most
delightful thing in the world; and when I was reduced to
a jelly, I repaired to our host's divan, where his wife and
three other daughters, all equally beautiful, and dressed in
long flowing robes of different-coloured velvets, richly em-
broidered, and caps of the same material, with tassels of
gold, and covered with pearls, came forward. One gave
me a pipe seven feet long ; another fed me with sweetmeats ;
a third pressed her hand to her heart as she presented me
coffee in a small cup of porcelain resting in a filagree frame;
and a child, who sparkled like a fairy, bent her knee as she